FORTY     THOUSAND      AGAINST      THE     ARCTIC
address yourself to the G.P.U. or the PolitotdeP, was the
recipe which a diplomatist in Moscow had given me. I
wras not quite sure what the TolitotdeP was5 but I asked for
It as soon as I got to the Town Hall at Igarka. And the reply
was: cOh3 you should see Comrade Ostroumova. That's
the most sensible thing. She can do anything up here.
Only she is out in the sawmills just now. Ask her secretary
on the first floor when she will be back.3
On the first floor a very friendly little girl, young, anaemic-
looking, obliging, and resolved to try her English out on me,
went through Comrade Ostroumova's diary. cShe will be
at the factory until 10.15. At half-past she has to see
the managers of the timber yard. . . . But, wait a minute,
I can hear her car out there just now.3 She ran to the
window, opened it and shouted down to the chauffeur.
'Vladimir Stepanovitch, I say, when will Valeria Petrovna
come up for lunch. This foreign writer chap wants a talk
with her.3
*No hope.5    Vladimir Stepanovitch  cried back.    £She
won't have lunch at all to-day.    Too busy, she says.    I
talked to her all I could.   She won't obey, crazy woman.
One day she'll break down, I told her. . . .'
'All right3 all right, where is she now?'
'Looking  at  the  apartment  of a  kitchenmaid  at  the
stolovqya, who complained that her room was smaller than
that of an exiled kulak woman.3
The little secretary rang through to the stolovaja.
£Is Valeria Petrovna still with you?'
'Just left a minute ago for the foreign captains' room',
she said to me, sighing deeply as she replaced the receiver.
'Is that the foreign captains' room? Blast you, idiots,
I did not ask for the North-Construction Office—Exchange!
Exchange! Tovarich, what kind of a service is this? I want
Valeria Petrovna at the foreign captains' room, and you
give me the Building Trust. The foreign captains' room?
do you hear?3
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